
The Tragedy 

]nthe mainebattelljwhofe puiffance on eyther fide 
Shall be well winged with omchiefeft Horfe ? 

This, and Saint (jeorge to boote, what tbinkeft thou not. 

Nor. A good dire£lion warlike Soueraigne, He f hewetk 
This found I one my Tent this morning. him apaper. 

lock, ‘j ofNorfolkeJbe not to bold. 

For Dickon thy matter is bought and fold. 
King. A thing deuifed by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge. 

Let not ©ur tabling areames affright our fo ules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe, ^ 
Oucftrong armes be our confcience, our fwords our law. 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pell-mell. 

If notto Heaiien, then hand in hand to hell, His Oration 
What fhall I fay more then I haue inferd , to his Amy, 

Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcols,and run.awayes, 

A fcum of Briitaines , and bafe lackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate ad uencures arid afl’ur’d deftru&ion. 

You fleeping fafe they bring you tovnreft : 
Youhauinglands,and bled with beautious wines, 

They would refiraine tlte one.diftaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow ?' - 
Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers cod, 

A milke-l’op one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in Snow : 

Lets whip thefe draglers ore the Seas againe, 

LaCh hence thefe ouer weening rags of France, 

Thefe familht beggers weary of their liues* 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For want ofmeanes poore rats had.hang’d themlelues. 
If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And /iot thefe badard Brittainesvihom our fathers 
Haueintheirowne land beaten, bob’d and thumpt, # 

And on record left them the heires of fhame. 

Shall thefeenioy our land, lie with ourwiuos ? 

Rau-ifh o«r daughters, harke I heare there Drum, 




cf Richard the Third. 

piaht Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomen 
p” aW Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head. 

Siur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

/maze the welking with your broken (hues. 

What fayes Lord Stanley will he bring his power? 

Mef, My Lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin . Off with his fonne Georges head. 

H or. My Lord, the Enemy is pad the marfh. 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Aduance our ftandards, fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Inlpire vs with the ipleene of fiery Dragons; 

Vpon thcm,yi&ory fits on our helmes. 

Alarum excurfions . Enter Catesby . 

Ctf.Refcew my Lord of A r orf<?%,refcew,refceW 
The King ena<fts more wonders then a man, 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is flaine,and all onfoote he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord , or elfe the day is lolf. Enter R ichdrd <■ 

Kin, A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat, W ithdraw my Lord, ile helpe you to a horfe. 

Kin. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft, 

Andlwillftand the hazzard of the die, 

Ithinketherc be tixeRichmonds in the field. 

Fine haue 1 ilaine to day inftead of him* 

Ahorfe,a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe, 

Alarum, Enter Richard & Richmond, they fight, Richard is 
jlaine t then retrait being founded. Enter RicbntondfDarbj 
bearing the Crotvne yvith other Lords. 

Rich. God and your armes be prayfed viftorious friends. 
The day is ours,the blood y dog is dead . 

bar. Courzgiovs Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weareit,and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God of Heauen fay Amen to all, 

M a But. 



